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I Corinthians 13:1-13 
If I speak in the tongues of men and of angels, but 
have not love, I am a noisy gong or a clanging 
cymbal. And if I have prophetic powers, and 
understand all mysteries and all knowledge, and if I 
have all faith, so as to remove mountains, but have 
not love, I am nothing. If I give away all I have, and if I 
deliver up my body to be burned, but have not love, I 
gain nothing.  
Love is patient and kind; love does not envy or boast; 
it is not arrogant or rude. It does not insist on its own 
way; it is not irritable or resentful; it does not rejoice 
at wrongdoing, but rejoices with the truth. Love 
bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things, 
endures all things.  
Love never ends. As for prophecies, they will pass 
away; as for tongues, they will cease; as for 
knowledge, it will pass away. For we know in part 
and we prophesy in part, but when the perfect 
comes, the partial will pass away. When I was a child, 
I spoke like a child, I thought like a child, I reasoned 
like a child. When I became a man, I gave up childish 
ways. For now we see in a mirror dimly, but then face 
to face. Now I know in part; then I shall know fully, 
even as I have been fully known.  
So now faith, hope, and love abide, these three; but 
the greatest of these is love. 

TERM 1 - BIBLE PASSAGE
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TERM 1 - HYMNS 



�6

TERM 1 - HYMNS 
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TERM 1 - FORM 1 - RECITATION

Mud 
by Polly Chase Boyden 

Mud is very nice to feel 
All squishy-squash between the toes!  

I’d rather wade in wiggly mud  
Than smell a yellow rose.  

Nobody else but the rosebush knows  
How nice mud feels  
Between the toes.  
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TERM 1 - FORM 1 - RECITATION

30 Days Poem 
by Unknown 

Thirty days hath September,  
April, June and November;  

February has twenty-eight alone  
All the rest have thirty-one 

Except in Leap Year, that's the time                                  
When February's Days are twenty-nine.  
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TERM 1 - FORM 1 - RECITATION

Morning Prayer  
by Ogden Nash 

Now another day is breaking, 
Sleep was sweet and so is waking. 

Dear Lord, I promised you last night 
Never again to sulk or fight. 

Such vows are easier to keep 
When a child is sound asleep. 

Today, O Lord, for your dear sake, 
I'll try to keep them when awake.  
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TERM 1 - FORM II - RECITATION

God Moves in Mysterious Ways 
by William Cowper 
God moves in a mysterious way His wonders to perform  
He plants his footsteps in the sea, And rides upon the storm.  
Deep in unfathomable mines Of never failing skill  
He treasures up his bright designs, And works His sovereign will.  
Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take; The clouds ye so much dread  
Are big with mercy, and shall break In blessing on your head  
Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, But trust Him for His grace;  
Behind a frowning providence He hides a smiling face.  
His purposes will ripen fast, Unfolding every hour;  
The bud may have a bitter taste, But sweet will be the flower.  
Blind unbelief is sure to err And scan His work in vain:  
God is His own interpreter And he will make it plain.  
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TERM 1 - FORM II - RECITATION

The Swing 
by Stevenson  

How do you like to go up in as wing,  
Up in the air so blue?  
Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing  
Ever a child can do!  
Up in the air and over the wall,  
Till I can see so wide,  
Rivers and trees and cattle and all  
Over the countryside—  
Till I look down on the garden green,  
Down on the roof so brown—  
Up in the air I go flying again,  
Up in the air and down!  
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TERM 1 - FORM II - RECITATION

All Things Bright 
and Beautiful  
by Cecil Frances Alexander  

All things bright and beautiful,  
All creatures great and small,  
All things wise and wonderful,  
The Lord God made them all.  
Each little flower that opens,  
Each little bird that sings, 
He made their glowing colors,  
He made their tiny wings.  
The purple-headed mountain,  
The river running by,  
The sunset, and the morning,  
That brightens up the sky;  
The cold wind in the winter,  
The pleasant summer sun,  
The ripe fruits in the garden,  
He made them every one.  
He gave us eyes to see them,  
And lips that we might tell,  
How great is God Almighty,  
Who has made all things well. 
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TERM 1 - FORM III - RECITATION

I Wandered Lonely As A Cloud 
(Daffodils) 
by William Wordsworth  

I wandered lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o'er vales and hills,  
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,  
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.  

Continuous as the stars that shine  
And twinkle on the milky way,  
They stretched in never-ending line  
Along the margin of a bay:  
Ten thousand saw I at a glance,  
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.  
The waves beside them danced; but they  
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 
A poet could not but be gay, 
In such a jocund company:  
I gazed- and gazed- but little thought  
What wealth the show to me had brought:  
For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye  
Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills,  
And dances with the daffodils. 
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A Dream Within A Dream 
by Edgar Allan Poe  

Take this kiss upon the brow!  
And, in parting from you now,  
Thus much let me avow- 
You are not wrong, who deem   
That my days have been a dream;  
Yet if hope has flown away In a night, or in a day,  
In a vision, or in none, 
Is it therefore the less gone?  
All that we see or seem 
Is but a dream within a dream.  

I stand amid the roar 
Of a surf-tormented shore, 
And I hold within my hand  
Grains of the golden sand- 
How few! yet how they creep  
Through my fingers to the deep,  
While I weep- while I weep! 
O God! can I not grasp 
Them with a tighter clasp? 
O God! can I not save 
One from the pitiless wave? 
Is all that we see or seem 
But a dream within a dream? 

TERM 1 - FORM III - RECITATION
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TERM 1 - FORM IV - RECITATION

The Road Not Taken 
by Robert Frost  

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both 
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looked down one as far as I could 
To where it bent in the undergrowth; 

Then took the other, as just as fair, 
And having perhaps the better claim, 
Because it was grassy and wanted wear; 
Though as for that the passing there 
Had worn them really about the same, 

And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I kept the first for another day! 
Yet knowing how way leads on to way, 
I doubted if I should ever come back. 

I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I— 
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference. 
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TERM 1 - FORM IV - RECITATION

If 
Rudyard Kipling  

If you can keep your head when all about you  
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you, 
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,  
But make allowance for their doubting too;  
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,  
Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,  
Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,  
And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise:  
If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;  
If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim; 
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster  
And treat those two impostors just the same; 
If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken  
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,  
Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,  
And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools:  
If you can make one heap of all your winnings  
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and- toss,  
And lose, and start again at your beginnings  
And never breathe a word about your loss;  
If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew  
To serve your turn long after they are gone,  
And so hold on when there is nothing in you  
Except the Will which says to them: ‘Hold on!’  
If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,  
Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch,  
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,  
If all men count with you, but none too much;  
If you can fill the unforgiving minute  
With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run, 
Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,  
And—which is more—you’ll be a  
Man, my son!  
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On the Loss of the Royal George 
by William Cowper 

Toll for the brave—  
The brave! that are no more:  
All sunk beneath the wave,  
Fast by their native shore.  

Eight hundred of the brave,  
Whose courage well was tried,  

Had made the vessel heel  
And laid her on her side;  

A land-breeze shook the shrouds,  
And she was overset;  

Down went the Royal George,  
With all her crew complete.  

Toll for the brave—  
Brave Kempenfelt is gone,  
His last sea-fight is fought,  

His work of glory done.  
It was not in the battle,  

No tempest gave the shock,  
She sprang no fatal leak,  

She ran upon no rock;  
His sword was in the sheath,  

His fingers held the pen,  
When Kempenfelt went down  
With twice four hundred men.  

Weigh the vessel up,  
Once dreaded by our foes,  
And mingle with your cup  

The tears that England owes;  
Her timbers yet are sound,  

And she may float again,  
Full charg'd with England's thunder,  

And plough the distant main;  
But Kempenfelt is gone,  



�18

TERM 2 - BIBLE PASSAGE

John 1:1-10 
1 In the beginning was the 
Word, and the Word was with 
God, and the Word was God. 2 
He was in the beginning with 
God. 3 All things were made 
through him, and without him 
was not any thing made that 
was made. 4 In him was life, 
and the life was the light of 
men. 5 The light shines in the 
darkness, and the darkness has 
not overcome it. 6 There was a 
man sent from God, whose 
name was John. 7 He came as 
a witness, to bear witness 
about the light, that all might 
believe through him. 8 He was 
not the light, but came to bear 
witness about the light. 9 The 
true light, which gives light to 
everyone, was coming into the 
world. 10 He was in the world, 
and the world was made 
through him, yet the world did 
not know him. 
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TERM 2 - HYMNS
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TERM 2 - HYMNS
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TERM 2 - HYMNS



�22

TERM 2 - HYMNS
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TERM 2 - FORM 1 - RECITATION

Pumpkin 
by Unknown  

Pumpkin, pumpkin 
Big and round, 

I’m glad you grow upon the ground.                                                                        
I’m glad you don’t 

Grow in a tree, 
For then you might 

Fall down on me. 
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TERM 2 - FORM 1 - RECITATION

The Caterpillar 
by Christina Rossetti  

Brown and furry 
Caterpillar in a hurry                                                                                                 

Take your walk                                                                                                             
To the shady leaf or stalk. 

May no toad spy you, 
May the little birds pass by you;                                                                              

Spin and die, 
To live again a butterfly.  
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TERM 2 - FORM 1 - RECITATION

The Wind 
by Christina Rossetti  

Who has seen the wind? 
Neither I nor you. 

But when the leaves hang trembling,  
The wind is passing through. 

Who has seen the wind? 
Neither you nor I. 

But when the trees bow down their heads,                                                          
The wind is passing by.  
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TERM 2 - FORM II - RECITATION

I’m nobody! Who are you? 
Emily Dickinson 

I’m Nobody! Who are you? 
Are you – Nobody – too? 
Then there’s a pair of us! 
Don’t tell! they’d advertise – you know!  
How dreary – to be – Somebody! 
How public – like a Frog – 
To tell one’s name – the livelong June –  
To an admiring Bog!  
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TERM 2 - FORM II - RECITATION

Which Is The Favourite?  
by Charles Lamb  

Brothers and sisters I have many:  
Though I know there is not any  

Of them but I love, yet I 
Will just name them all; and try  

If there be one a little more  
Loved by me than all the rest.  
Yes; I do think, that I love best  
My brother Henry, because he  

Has always been most fond of me.  
Yet, to be sure, there's Isabel;  
I think I love her quite as well.  
And, I assure you, little Ann,  
No brother nor no sister can  

Be more dear to me than she.  
Only I must say, Emily,  

Being the eldest, it's right her 
To all the rest I should prefer. 
Yet after all I've said, suppose 

My greatest favourite should be Rose.  
No, John and Paul are both more dear  
To me than Rose, that's always here,  
While they are half the year at school;  

And yet that neither is no rule.  
I've named them all, there's only seven;  

I find my love to all so even, 
To every sister, every brother, 

I love not one more than another.  
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TERM 2 - FORM II - RECITATION

Country Trucks  
by Monica Shannon  

Big trucks with apples 
And big trucks with grapes,  

Thundering through the mountains  
While every wild thing gapes.  

Thundering through the valley,  
Like something just let loose,  

Big trucks with oranges  
For city children's juice.  
Big trucks with peaches,  

And big trucks with pears,  
Frightening all the rabbits 

And giving squirrels gray hairs.  
Yet, when city children 

Sit down to plum or prune,  
They know more trucks are coming  

As surely as the moon.  
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TERM 2 - FORM III - RECITATION

The Arrow and the Song 
Longfellow  

I shot an arrow into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where;  
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight  
Could not follow it in its flight.  
I breathed a song into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where; 
For who has sight so keen and strong,  
That it can follow the flight of song?  
Long, long afterward, in an oak 
I found the arrow, still unbroke; 
And the song, from beginning to end,  
I found again in the heart of a friend.  
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TERM 2 - FORM III - RECITATION

Work Without Hope 
Samuel Coleridge  

All Nature seems at work.  
Slugs leave their lair— 
The bees are stirring—birds are on the wing —  
And Winter slumbering in the open air,  
Wears on his smiling face a dream of Spring! 
And I the while, the sole unbusy thing,  
Nor honey make, nor pair, nor build, nor sing.  
Yet well I ken the banks where amaranths blow, 
Have traced the fount whence streams of nectar flow.  
Bloom, O ye amaranths! bloom for whom ye may, 
For me ye bloom not! Glide, rich streams, away!  
With lips unbrightened, wreathless brow, I stroll: 
And would you learn the spells that drowse my soul?  
Work without Hope draws nectar in a sieve,  
And Hope without an object cannot live. 
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TERM 2 - FORM IV - RECITATION

From “Macbeth” Lady Macbeth  
They met me in the day of success: and I have 
learned by the perfectest report, they have more in 
them than mortal knowledge. When I burned in desire 
to question them further, they made themselves air, 
into which they vanished. Whiles I stood rapt in  
the wonder of it, came missives from the king,                                                                
 who all-hailed me 'Thane of Cawdor;' by which title, 
before, these weird sisters saluted me, and referred 
me to the coming on of time, with 'Hail, king that  
shalt be!' This have I thought good to deliver 
thee, my dearest partner of greatness, that thou 
mightst not lose the dues of rejoicing, by being 
ignorant of what greatness is promised thee.                                                                     
Lay it to thy heart, and farewell.' 
Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shalt be 
What thou art promised: yet do I fear thy nature; 
It is too full o' the milk of human kindness  
To catch the nearest way: thou wouldst be great; 
Art not without ambition, but without 
The illness should attend it: what thou wouldst highly,                                                     
That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play false,  
And yet wouldst wrongly win: thou'ldst have, great Glamis,                                            
That which cries 'Thus thou must do, if thou have it; 
And that which rather thou dost fear to do 
Than wishest should be undone.' Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour my spirits in thine ear; 
And chastise with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round,                                                                
Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem To have thee crown'd withal.  
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TERM 2 - FORM IV - RECITATION

From “Julius Caesar” Marc Antony  
Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears; 
I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him.  
The evil that men do lives after them;  
The good is oft interred with their bones;  
So let it be with Caesar.  
The noble Brutus Hath told you  
Caesar was ambitious: 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault,  
And grievously hath Caesar answer’d it.  
Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest–  
For Brutus is an honourable man; 
So are they all, all honourable men–  
Come I to speak in Caesar’s funeral.  
He was my friend, faithful and just to me:  
But Brutus says he was ambitious; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome  
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill:  
Did this in Caesar seem ambitious?  
When that the poor have cried,  
Caesar hath wept: 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff:  
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;  
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did see that on the Lupercal 
I thrice presented him a kingly crown,  
Which he did thrice refuse: was this ambition? 
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 
And, sure, he is an honourable man. 
I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke,  
But here I am to speak what I do know. 
You all did love him once, not without cause: 
What cause withholds you then, to mourn for him? 
O judgment! thou art fled to brutish beasts,  
And men have lost their reason.  
Bear with me; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar,  
And I must pause till it come back to me. 
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TERM 3 - BIBLE PASSAGE

Psalm 1 
1 Blessed is the man who walks 
not in the counsel of the 
wicked, nor stands in the way 
of sinners, nor sits in the seat of 
scoffers;  
2 but his delight is in the law of 
the Lord, and on his law he 
meditates day and night.  
3 He is like a tree planted by 
streams of water that yields its 
fruit in its season, and its leaf 
does not wither. In all that he 
does, he prospers.  
4 The wicked are not so, but 
are like chaff that the wind 
drives away. 
 
5 Therefore the wicked will not 
stand in the judgment, nor 
sinners in the congregation of 
the righteous;  
6 for the Lord knows the way of 
the righteous, but the way of 
the wicked will perish. 



TERM 3 - HYMNS



TERM 3 - HYMNS
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TERM 3 - HYMNS
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TERM 3 - FORM 1 - RECITATION

A Child’s Song 
by Unknown  

I’m thankful for the sunshine bright; 
For the rain and for the stars at night.  
I’m thankful for each flower and tree 

And all the beauty that I see. 
I’m grateful for our singing birds,  

And for my mother’s gentle words.  
I’m grateful for kind friends and true; 

Help me to be a good friend, too.  
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TERM 3 - FORM 1 - RECITATION

Kind Words 
by Henry W. Longfellow 

Kind hearts are the gardens,  
Kind thoughts are the roots,  
Kind words are the flowers,  

Kind deeds are the fruits.  
Take care of the gardens,  

And keep them from weeds.  
Fill, fill them with flowers,  

Kind words and kind deeds.  
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TERM 3 - FORM 1 - RECITATION

The Goops 
by Gelett Burgess  

The Goops they lick their fingers,  
And the Goops they lick their knives;                                                                   

They spill their broth on the tablecloth--                                                               
Oh, they lead disgusting lives!  

The Goops they talk while eating, 
And loud and fast they chew;  
And that is why I'm glad that I 

Am not a Goop--are you?  
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TERM 3 - FORM II - RECITATION

Mr. Nobody 
by Anonymous 

I know a funny little man,  
    As quiet as a mouse,  
Who does the mischief that is done  
    In everybody’s house!  
There’s no one ever sees his face,  
    And yet we all agree  
That every plate we break was cracked  
    By Mr. Nobody.  

’Tis he who always tears out books,  
    Who leaves the door ajar,  
He pulls the buttons from our shirts,  
    And scatters pins afar;  
That squeaking door will always squeak,  
    For prithee, don’t you see,  
We leave the oiling to be done  
    By Mr. Nobody.  

He puts damp wood upon the fire 
   That kettles cannot boil; 
His are the feet that bring in mud, 
   And all the carpets soil. 
The papers always are mislaid; 
   Who had them last, but he? 
There’s no one tosses them about 
   But Mr. Nobody. 

The finger marks upon the door  
    By none of us are made;  
We never leave the blinds unclosed,  
    To let the curtains fade.  
The ink we never spill;   the boots  
    That lying round you see  
Are not our boots,—they all belong  
    To Mr. Nobody. 
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TERM 3 - FORM II - RECITATION

Some One   
by Walter de la Mare 

Some one came knocking 
At my wee, small door; 
Someone came knocking; 
I'm sure-sure-sure; 
I listened, I opened, 
I looked to left and right, 
But nought there was a stirring 
In the still dark night; 
Only the busy beetle 
Tap-tapping in the wall, 
Only from the forest 
The screech-owl's call, 
Only the cricket whistling 
While the dewdrops fall, 
So I know not who came knocking, 
At all, at all, at all 
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TERM 3 - FORM II - RECITATION

 Leisure 
by W. H. Davies 

What is this life if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare? 

No time to stand beneath the boughs, 
And stare as long as sheep and cows: 

No time to see, when woods we pass, 
Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass: 

No time to see, in broad daylight, 
Streams full of stars, like skies at night: 

No time to turn at Beauty's glance, 
And watch her feet, how they can dance: 

No time to wait till her mouth can 
Enrich that smile her eyes began? 

A poor life this if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare. 
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TERM 3 - FORM III - RECITATION

I Hear America Singing 
by Walt Whitman  

I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear,  
Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe and strong, 
The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam, 
The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves off work, 
The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat,  
the deckhand singing on the steamboat deck,  
The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench,  
the hatter singing as he stands, 
The wood-cutter’s song,  
the ploughboy’s on his way in the morning,  
or at noon intermission or at sundown, 
The delicious singing of the mother,  
or of the young wife at work,  
or of the girl sewing or washing, 
Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else, 
The day what belongs to the day— 
at night the party of young fellows, robust, friendly, 
Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs.  
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TERM 3 - FORM III - RECITATION

Thanksgiving 
by Unknown  

Perhaps we have not counted  
Our blessings one by one;  
Perhaps we have not bothered  
Rememb'ring whence they come;  
And maybe we have taken  
For granted all the things  
The good Lord has created,  
And by His hand He brings.  
The autumn hills all glorious,  
A golden field of grain,  
A sunset’s dazzling splendor,  
The Milky Way's great plain,  
The starry sky's sublimity,  
The ocean's mighty power,  
The wonder of creation in  
The petal of a flower.  
If we’ve failed to clearly show  
By word or act or deed 
A thankful heart unto Him  
Who fills our daily need,  
May we show our gratitude  
Today — and count the sum 
Of all the blessings that we have  
And name them one by one.  
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TERM 3 - FORM IV - RECITATION

Give Me Liberty or Give Me 
Death  
Patrick Henry 

They tell us, sir, that we are weak; unable to cope with so 
formidable an adversary. But when shall we be stronger? Will it 
be the next week, or the next year? Will it be when we are totally 
disarmed, and when a British guard shall be stationed in every 
house? Shall we gather strength by irresolution and inaction? 
Shall we acquire the means of effectual resistance, by lying 
supinely on our backs, and hugging the delusive phantom of 
hope, until our enemies shall have bound us hand and foot? Sir, 
we are not weak if we make a proper use of those means which 
the God of nature hath placed in our power. Three millions of 
people, armed in the holy cause of liberty, and in such a 
country as that which we possess, are invincible by any force 
which our enemy can send against us. Besides, sir, we shall not 
fight our battles alone. There is a just God who presides over 
the destinies of nations; and who will raise up friends to fight 
our battles for us. The battle, sir, is not to the strong alone; it is 
to the vigilant, the active, the brave. Besides, sir, we have no 
election. If we were base enough to desire it, it is now too late 
to retire from the contest. There is no retreat but in submission 
and slavery! Our chains are forged! Their clanking may be 
heard on the plains of Boston! The war is inevitable2and let it 
come! I repeat it, sir, let it come.  
It is in vain, sir, to extenuate the matter. Gentlemen may cry, 
Peace, Peace2but there is no peace. The war is actually begun! 
The next gale that sweeps from the north will bring to our ears 
the clash of resounding arms! Our brethren are already in the 
field! Why stand we here idle? What is it that gentlemen wish? 
What would they have? Is life so dear, or peace so sweet, as to 
be purchased at the price of chains and slavery? Forbid it, 
Almighty God! I know not what course others may take; but as 
for me, give me liberty or give me death!  
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I am persuaded, Mr. Chairman, that I in my 
turn shall be indulged in addressing the 
committee. We all in equal sincerity profess 
to be anxious for the establishment of a 
republican government on a safe and solid 
basis. It is the object of the wishes of every 
honest man in the United States, and I 
presume that I shall not be disbelieved when 
I declare that it is an object of all others the 
nearest and most dear to my own heart. The 
means of accomplishing this great purpose 
become the most important study which can 
interest mankind. It is our duty to examine 
all those means with peculiar attention and 
to choose the best and most effectual. It is 
our duty to draw from nature, from reason, 
from examples, the best principles of policy, 
and to pursue and apply them in the 
formation of our government. We should 
contemplate and compare the systems 
which in this examination come under our 
view; distinguish with a careful eye the 
defects and excellencies of each, and, 
discarding the former, incorporate the latter, 
as far as circumstances will admit, into our 
Constitution. If we pursue a different course 
and neglect this duty we shall probably 
disappoint the expectations of our country 
and of the world.  


